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Making the Clock Tick a Smile a Minute 





AN you imagine an existence without a smile? Can 
you conceive a working day with never a grin, or an 
evening at home without laughter? How many 
suicides would there be in a world barren of fun? 
It isa shuddering thought —and an unnecessary one, 
for there is no excuse for any one to go glooming 

through life when on every news-stand in the country a copy of 

JUDGE may be had for the asking. 
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We believe JupGcE has proved a life-saver to many thousands. 
We know it has helped the morale of the nation and made two 
laughs grow where only one grew before. 


That’s JUDGE’s mission—to make you laugh. It isn’t an easy 
job because the writing and drawing folk are a pretty serious 
group of humans. But then no one can sit down and say, “Now 
watch me! I’m going to be as funny as the dickens."” Humor 
isn’t made that way. It has to strike one like lightning or bubble 
up from inside of one and spill over into a funny drawing or a rol- 
licking bit of verse or a mirthful story. 


It is remarkable how much honest-to-goodness humor we manage 
to get into the pages of Jupce. It takes a lot of scouting around 
among the fun-makers, a lot of weeding out of the tons of sad stuff 
sent in by every mail. But that’s our job and we love it; we are 
always tickled when we find a real gem which we can pass on to you. 


Of course you've noticed the big improvement in recent issues of 
Jupce, how the skits and sketches and “‘pomes’”’ and pictures 
(an average of fifty of them in every number) have taken on an 
unwonted freshness and sparkle, made each copy a rib-tickler. 


If you are already a JUDGE fan, you know we are not exaggerating 
when we say “The Happy Medium” is a household necessity to 
many thousands of alert Americans. If you are just a casual 
reader, missing a number now and then, you will be poorer by 
every issue you've overlooked. Don’t take our word for it —buy 
the current issue and try it on your intellect. 


If you don’t want to bother remembering every Tuesday to buy JUDGE, why not shoot us « 
Address JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
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Wild Animals I Have Met—Half Way 


By Rex Beacu 


Illustrated by F. G. Cooper, be 
HE first thing about a story is the title 
I can’t write a story without a title, and 
above illustration suggests the following 
“Wild Animals I Have Met—Half-Way.”’ 
I propose to tell a fact story about this illustra 
Autobiographies, like special articles, are much easier to 
There is less strain on the imagination and 


the 


tion 
write than fiction. 
one can take more liberties with the truth. 

Now then for a caption to fit the thrilling and lifelike picture 

Here it is: 

“With a loud cry of rage, I leaped over the library table and 
crushed the giant moth between my naked hands.” 

This I think fits the picture very well. So here we go 

Spring had come. The foothills of Westchester were clad in 
vivid green, the new green union suit of 


fore the manuscript was written 


lepidoptera are at once the most wary, the most voracious and 
the most destructive of all the big game of the Westchester wil 
derness. Lepidopters eat wool. They devour velvet. A single 
specimen of the big-horn variety has been known to consume a 
whole fur rug at one sitting. Throughout the long, cold winter 
nights, the lepidopter hibernates, sucking eggs and laying—I 
mean sucking its paw and laying eggs. But when spring comes 
it creeps forth from the dark recesses of its caves, destroying 
as it goes, leaving wreck and ruin in its wake. It is a hideous 
pallid monster, silent as death and utterly merciless. 

I was still engaged in unpacking our camp gear when I was 
summoned by a scream from my wife and, dropping every 
thing, I ran to her side 

“Oh, Rudyard,” she cried, “we have stumbled into the very 

heart of the big-game country! This place 





April. My I had left the sooty 
city behind us and sought surcease from 


wife and 


our troubles in the silent reaches of the far 


EDITOR’S BLURB 
The fame of Rex Beach rests 


is alive with lepidoptera. Look!’ 
Before my startled eyes, she held up m 
dress suit and there, sure enough, were sig 


North. We were three-quarters of a mil chiefly upon his stories and nov- of the deadly creatures The suit was 
from the nearest railroad and full twenty els of the great outdoors. This riddled 
. ‘ is one Of his most thrilling tales. . ¥ 7 
miles lay between us and the great city. If you are fond of red-blooded Why is it that lepidopters always eat 
God! The freedom of it! stories of men and beasts in a holes in the front of garments, never 
We were engaged in our annual big primitive environment, you will around the waistband or in the tonneau 


game hunt, our pursuit of the lepidoptera, 
and antic ipation of the sport in prospect 
filled us with mingled exultation and dread the wilderness. 


Naturalist 





imong you realize that the 


enjoy this narrative of a deadly 
encounter between an intrepid 
hunter and a lusty monster of 


The entire chassis of my soup and fish had 
been ruined 

* Hist!”’ I cried 
self and we will beat this covert 


“Caution! Arm your 

















thither they fled, but the old bull 
of the herd was wary and he flew 
straight for the hall. I rushed 
after him, for the spirit of the 
chase was in me. 

Now to still-hunt the lepidop 
tera is not dangerous, but once 
they take to the open, the hunt 
er’s life is in peril. Over the bed 
I went, destroying an expensive 
stand lamp. But the blood lust 
was in me. 

I threw another shell into my 
swatter and _ fired the old 
tusker whirled past my bureau. 
I missed him by a hair’s-breadth, 
but I completely destroyed a 
glass eight-day clock. Then to- 
gether we charged into the hall 
One lunge and I slid on a rug 
clear down the front stairs, 
spraining an ankle and dislocat 


as 
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Drawn by Ganpyer O 


Ex-Stenographer (who has decided for the theatrical life 
REFERENCES! 


Booking Agent 


THEM SHOWN, 


Not AT ALL, MY DEAR YO LADY, NOT AT 


Noiselessly I tiptoed to the bureau and seized my fly-swatter 

that good old Remington swatter that has so well served me 
on my previous expeditions. My wife prefers a folded copy oi 
the New York Times Book Review Section, which she finds 
to be the most deadly of all newspapers Thus equipped 
we entered the dark recesses of the cedar closet 
the utmost stealth 


moving with 


It was a dark, dank place. There was a smell to it; the 
familiar odor of camphor, moth balls and_ hellebore—the 
winter diet of the dreaded lepidoptera. Everywhere we en 


Here and 
upon the larve 
boring their 


countered the spoor 


there we came 
busily engaged in 
way through priceless articles of 


adornment. But we were after a 


big head \ specimen fit for 
mounting 

Gradually we closed in, and 
finally, at a signal from me, my 
wife shook my favorite golf suit 
Our skill was rewarded, for out 
of concealment rushed not one 
lepidopter but a flock. a herd, 


and blind with terror thev dashed 
straight at me 
held 


as a matter of 


Courageously I m\ 
ground. Retreat 
fact, was impossible, but I must 


admit that through my head ran 


tales of accidents to hunters, 
stories of sportsmen tiampled to 
death, tossed on high, ripped 
limb from limb bv the infuriated 
beasts However, I did not 
falter. I struck with unerring 


iim, and one of the monsters bit p, sion by Cursten I 
He was a yearling cub oR 


Garpe + A. ¢ 
the dust 


—\xp sHALL ] HAVE TO SHOW ANY 





ing the cartilage in one knee. 

The old rogue attacked me at 
this point, but I beat him off 
with a piece of expensive bric-a 
brac. I hurled it blindly at him, 
diverting his charge and shattering a costly mirror. 

The fury of this combat was indescribable and in spite of 
my determination he probably would have escaped except for 
my wife who screamed, ‘‘Quick, Milton! He’s gone into the 


ALL! JusT—ER—CONSIDER 


library.” 

By this time, sweat was streaming from me, my lungs 
were bursting, my swatter was broken, and in the struggle 
my clothes had been torn to rags, as you can see by Mr 


( oope r's illustration 


Into the library I ran. And there he was 
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ey 3UT, MY DEAR, IT’S ABSURD TO SET YOUR MIND ON A DIAMOND AND PLATINUM RING WHEN 
This sudden attack threw the vou EHOW WE CAN'T ApposD 1r.”" 
band into confusion. Hither and I THOUG! PERHAI VE COULD DO WITHOUT OUR VACATION THIS YEAR.” 
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Never shall I thrill of that moment. There, 
silhouetted proudly the sky, and appearing much 


closer than he really was, owing to the clarity of the atmos 


forget the 


against 


phe re, I beheld the monster 
With a crv of rage, I leaped over the library table and crushed 
the giant moth between my naked hands. 

Today, his head is mounted in mv hunting-lodge at Dobbs 
Ferry, and he is one of the finest specimens outside the Amer 


in Museum of Natural Historv. 


Merely Curious 
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iseat. Asthe waiter paused be Wf F| / 
le } : 1.66 j { Z Ly* 4 
side him, hequeried:** What you tip 
nf, 


in the way of eats, today? 
The 
long list of seasonable delicacies 


When he had finished, ** Tweez 
ae that all? 


got 


servitor named over a 


er murmured: 


Ain't ver got nuthin’ else? 
The waiter obligingly men 
tioned other dishes Chen 
['weezer”’ asked: ““Got any 


Ss up?”’ 
“Yes, sir. We always have 
soup,” was the startled reply. 
“Well, dig away down deep, 
stir ‘er up, an’ give us a bowl!” 
A Kick in It 


Her singing was simply 


Wax 


intoxicating! Drawn by BanxspaLe Rocers 
Pax—Yes, it nearly knocked “May I sEE yo 
“Sure. Warr TIL! 


me out. 
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How to Tell a Genuine New Yorker 
By Irene Van VALKENBURG 

HE man who was born in New York and had lived there all 


his days gave a satisfied chuckle. ‘‘ Yes, I know the old 
It’s going to be a great pleasure for me to 


Chis is Grant's Tomb 


town as few know it 
take you around, old man of course 
Ha, ha!” 
The Westerner looked his surprise 
“T laugh because it’s so commonplace 
speak But while 


guest shall 


SO shopworn so te 


vou Ir 
nothing 


you miss 


j | 
—+t . from the usual to the most uw 
- : | | common by George 
Bg “What is it? 


*Look—that big purple ma 
chine, with all the people Looks 
like a delegation of Visiting 
Elks ...or. . it can't be 
new Fifth Avenue stage Phe 
don’t build 
what in the 
such a big, clumsy 
“New York City 
‘ velled the man with the 
* Takes 


want to 


them so Dig 


name of time ca 


sightseeing 


bus! 
ballvhoo. vou an\ 


where vou go to seé 


the sights!”’ 


Money Musk 
Waud—Carol is safely mar- 
ried at last. 

Beatrix—To 
she expec ted? 


Maud—No, to the bank-clerk 


she rejec ted. 


! 
millionaire 


that 


. OLD MAN?” 


I PARK My WIFE. 
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Drawn by Dow Heroin 
\ie. Loprp FINDS HAT AN OLD OLF-BAG MAKES AN EXCELI 


) E FOR A DACHSHUND. 


Where Antipodes Meet 


By Battrett Loomis 


WERE taught to hate the terrible Turk, 
His harems we despis« 
(Ostensibly, at least); 
For he will murder, slay or burke, 
(;arrote, or pierce the eves, 
Or kill, nor call a priest 
lo give his passport to a soul 
Let out by his wild dirk 
As a bogey, he’s tophole 


And vet how differently we're taught 
lo love that noble thing 
Which makes our evenings murk\ 
That comes to us with fragrance fraught 
And gives our fancv freest wing, 
Phat comes to us from Turkey. 
Who will deny the one best bet 
(To make the dainty nostril snort) 
Is the magic Turkish Cigarette 
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Epitomic Forgetfulness 
By Ken? Fireee.s 
| l was twelve forty-eight. The last ferry crossed at twelve- 
fifty. Leaping from a taxicab, Artemus Bloob sprinted for 
Hoboker slip 
By happy chance there was no line at the wicket Thrustir g 
é ct change through the grill he grabbed the pasteboard and 
shed for the gates 


] 


Of course he made it Bells cl ngee ind the boat moved out 


oment later He p ted contentedh What luck! oud 
VeENsiV bout. Had he forgot som: 
thing? Apparently not. Umbr Under his.arm. Paper? 
In his pocket. Hat? Where it belonged 
Relieved, he opened the newspaper 
\ blinding flash!—Mrs. Artemus Bloob! 


( pprehensive, Bloob look« 


Up to Date 


Wine, Women and Sing Sing. 





Egg View News-Notes 
By Leste Van Every 
ULEY CANNON figures that old Father 


Time ain’t afflicted with baldness, because 

somebody is always seizing him by the forelock 

A set of triplets unexpectedly arrived at the 
Sherm Spoor home early this morning. Sherm 
has a go-cart to trade for a wheel-barrow. 

Plato Prouty, and several other persons, spent 
a miserable hour at a movie show in Pollywog 
Tuesday night, while Plato conducted a hunt after 
a dime he lost on the floor 

Lem Bushnell, our marshal, who has been ge 


ting desc riptions by mail of a lot of bank-robbers 
lately, threw up his hands yesterday when an auto 
mobile tire exploded behind him! 


Sure Enough! Why Didn't He? 

Ellsworth, aged five, would use profanity in 
spite of his parents’ admonitions. While playing 
in the front yard and having a “good time of it” 
one day, the Baptist clergyman passed. He 
paused and said: 
“Ellsworth, I am afraid er, I am afraid————! 
“Why in blazes don’t you run, then?” asked Ellsworth. 


Vitaminers 
One advantage in being a glutton is that your body gets a 
sufficient amount of vitamines. 
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PULL DOW FROM OFF THE CHRISTMAS-TREE 


Consolation 
By Watt Mason 


Illustration by 


HERE'S consolation for our woes if we know where 
to look, and idle is the tear that flows a-down your 
face, gadzook! 

It makes me sore at times to see the Dempsey 
type of skate pull down from off the Christmas-tree 
a fortune fat and great. He meets some other low-brow freak 
and spars a little while, and then it takes him quite a week to 
count his bulging pile 
While I must punch my ancient lyre and take my pay in 
lard, all men are worthy of their hire, except the panting bard. 
If I should sing a thousand years, sweet songs serene and nice, 
I'd still be dodging profiteers because I lacked the price. And 
when I read how cheap-john pugs clean up a gorgeous wad, 
I think I'll take some deadly drugs, and sleep beneath the 
sod. 
And then there comes a soothing thought that comforts my 
poor soul: A thousand busted pugs have fought where one has 


made a roll 


A thousand scrappers toil and train and hope to 


reach the top, and all their labor is in vain 


the coin they 





cannot cop. 
And, thinking thus, I take my lyre, and give the strings a 
shove, and sing, with undiminished fire, a lay of home and love. 
I see the oil-well plutocrat with passing ladies flirt, and he has 
diamonds on his hat, and more upon his shirt. He goes around 


and blows his kale as though it grew on trees, and checks come 


BARTON 


RALPH 


in by every mail—big checks for royalties. And envy grips me 
for a time, I walk with weary step, and when I try to write a 
rhyme, I cannot give it pep. 

“Oh, is it fair or just,”’ I sigh, “‘that I must sweat for mon 
while that big fat and greasy guy has roubles by the ton? Why 
can’t I own an oil-well, too, and smoke long rich cigars, and have 
a private brand to chew, and own nine motor cars? Why am I 
thus condemned to toil, and eat the grub of cows, and burn 
cheap brands of midnight oil when other men carouse?”’ 

And then to this great truth I wake (it makes my grouch a 
joke): Where one has made an oil-well stake 
gone broke 

I think about the busted lads who lost their hard-earned rolls, 
who dropped the dollars of their dads in Oklahoma holes, and 
then I think it is a sin for poets to complain, and I take up my 
harp of tin and sing a joy ous strain. 

Tomorrow Dempsey’s flaring wreath may in the dust be 
thrown, he may have lost a lot of teeth, and have a broken bone. 
But while I have my health and strength I'll still be shaping 
them of decent length, rake in some 


a thousand have 


rhymes, and making 

honest dimes. 
Tomorrow yonder gorgeous plute may well be on the bum, 

But 


while my soul possesses fire, and I am fed on hay, my hand will 


for oil-well fortunes often scoot as swiftly as they come 


twang my sounding lyre, and earn a buck a day 
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Tue Kwicut Temptars Horn Tuerr Annuat Convention at Yapp’s Crossinc. 











ra A Husband’s Thoughts 


By Joun H. McNeeny 


*\ | INY blue flames flickered and died 
rhe lamp with the 


in the log hire 


orange-colored shade threw a dull, sub 
dued glow over his round, puffy face and 
his shiny, bald head as he sat in the 
cushioned tapestry armchair and gazed 


preoccupied into the fireplace. She 
was reclining on a divan opposite, re 
garding her husband intently. She ob- 


served the vexed frown that ruffled his 


forehead, the sunken spots under his 
eves, the lines denoting fatigue around 
his nose, and the drooping mouth \ 


feeling of compassion for him took pos 
session of her 

rhis is what the wife thought that her 
husband was thinking 


‘I’ve had a terrible day at the office. 





». = : . . 
I don’t see how I can stand many more 
Drawn by cf them. My nerves are on edge and I 
Cuamies Basgrevae, Je ama complete wreck. It wouldn't be so 
Put ONLY HONEST bad if I could come home and forget my 
at . pees ~ : icc troubles, but here I am worrying about 
THOUGHTS WERE MORI them now. The responsibilities of man 
PON TIE CEREMONY aging a business have become so strenu 
\T THE CHURCH THAN ous that I sometimes doubt if I can hold 
HE PROSPECTS OF THE _upunder them. Really, if it were not 


OLUMNS OF ACCOUNTS . ° i] | . . ” 
iT 1% THER SOCIET? for my family I would give up entirely. 


This is what the husband was really 





APERS 
thinking: 

“That was a clever picture I saw this afternoon. I didn’t 
care much for the ending. It was rather disgusting, too, the THE MAN wHo MADE KENTUCKY FAMOUS. 
way the husband deceived his wife. I hate that sort of thing, 
but the picture, of course, was simply portraying one side of a 
life. Still, she was very stupid not 4 catch on to the way her T h c D . k © of Pa d uca h 

y JEORGI ITCHELL 


husband was making excuses about going to work all the time. 


Anyway, I’ve got to stop spending so much time at the pictures Portrait drawn by Toxy Sarc and quartered by Havana lh rapper. 


in the afternoons and stay around the office more. I’m getting UDGING him from every angle, Irvin Cobb may easily 
to be a first-class movie fan. Wonder how the market closed be called the Heavy-Weight Champion of Light Literature. 
today!’ His text-books on Medico-Science have taken the sin out 
of Medicine, the rations out of Operations, and the urge out 
There Are Others of Surgery. 

Mars is not the only planet that is drying up He is one of our most involuble citizens—a man of a few 

ew LL thousand words. 
f we - He is the pie-eyed piper of American Letters in that he has 


led the American people to laugh, that laughing, they might 
grow as fat as himself. 

By and large, he has made his name as famous in Ken 
tucky as Feuds and Moonshine, and that’s a man-sized job 
to do with a mere, dumb typewriter 


Urban and Rural 
By Tuomas J. Murray 


ELICIOUS fun is found when authors writ¢ 

Of life remote from city blaze and din; 
How natives hasten on their fevered flight 
lo depots just to see the train come in. 


But naught is said about the wild applause 
In city halls where drama is the rage; 
Enthusiasm knows no saving clause, 





Summer Girl—AND AREN’T YOU EVER GOING TO LEARN TO SWIM? 


Old Salt—Not UNLESS TH’ SEA WATER TURNS TO BEER, Mum. When paper locomotives hold the stage! 
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Tue Hanp-to-MoutTHeEers 
~ 4 ORTY millions of our people live from hand to mouth. 
Most of them live high. When statistics first blew 
these figures to the breeze there was a gasp of pity 
at our poverty. Scrutiny revealed that these included 
our Antonys and Cleopatras, and those with a genius 
for squeezing from every moment the juice which is ripe in it 
This is the gambling instinct, confronting every emergency 
with an expedient. 

If wishes are the spur to effort these forty millions make our 
Doubtless much power is dissipated in conniving 
to balance the cash with the upkeep. Unable to capitalize 
their own lives they must be swaved by bigger designs. Still, 
making money by their effort, they make profit by their dal 
liance, and were they to turn frugal there would be a killing 
frost in the rose-gardens. With every dav a feast of harvests 
no soil is barren as long as there is a crop of wads. 

Nevertheless, the spenders might ruminate upon methods of 
knitting themselves into life by an unslipping knot. Some 
might start retiring from the automobile class. Others 
might live below their neighbors. But the habit of living rich 
and spending a fortune instead of saving one welds them to the 
prodigal earth like officeholders in the civil service, where few 
die and none resign. These modern soldiers of fortune are 
comparable to the old knights of chivalry who bore all their 
wealth in their armor, or like Thomas Jefferson with a retinue 
of servants hospitably entertaining travelers. 

Chese forty millions should reorganize their system. They 
should retire into a deep calm, and try to grasp the stinging 
fact that they are putting more into the world than they are 
getting out of it. They are not in line with the thrift depart 
ment, which inculcates an old-fashioned trick of making two 
and two in everybody’s arithmetic make four. 


dynamo hum 


by 


Tue Coivece-Brep “Rep” 


RESIDENT HODGSON, in resigning from Valparaiso 
College, Ind.. calls that institution a “‘hot-bed of Bolshe- 
vism.”’ Although we have thought that “‘Red”’ doctrines are 
incompatible with the “pale cast of thought,” it is known that 
a Communistic cult exists in many universities. These wild 
bedfellows of the books are like youth in all ages, lovesick for 
a phantasy, and in their high fever would undo the wrapping 
of society to find their ideal. 
Phat a part of any faculty should forget that students attend 
to the classes because they paid to learn the curriculum shows 
that the faculties of acuteness are somewhat atrophied. For 


A 


J 


ik 
J. A. 


Watpron, / ate Editor 


learning Communism at 
To spin conjectures in the classroom, and whoop so 


tuition and time could be saved by 
home 
ciety to its premature grave. is an industrious form of idleness 
Che primal passion of youth is motion. On a ball-field this 
passion is cheerful. In reform it often becomes morose, seeing 
the world is wrong 

\ college ought to fit 


classes, and permit no balky teamwork. 


its curriculum to its 


Once outside, the 


the collar of 


game quickly forms the temper of youth to necessitv. They 
who come to school to learn should not stay to wrangle. Chok 
ing *‘Red”’ students with instruction is a humane process. It 


n existing 


is a most feasible method with theorists assailing 
system of facts with a system which is unsupported by facts 


30Y-Time Anp Puiay-TIMe 


MAN on a vacation joins vellow dogs, revolutionists and 
patriots in the community of freedom. It is then he may 
amend his constitution and reform his liver—and be as inde 
pendent as a tinkers’ union on strike. Yet a harmony and 
readjustment to the simple life is desirable. Stalling a motor, 
loafing the woodbine twineth—with cowslips, wild 
thyme. dances and delight—may not be too strenuously and 
scandalously substituted for staid habits. The books of sug- 
gestion advise one that the back be nestled into the bosom of 
Mother Earth and a vacationist coo his own lullaby. The 
idea is to get all the stale things out and fresh young things in. 

In this democracy of vacation no man can wrap himself in his 
bank-roll and be happy. All must be barbarians at play to 
make a Yankee holiday. No woman can be a fine lady. All 
the wings should be plucked from the painted butterflies, and 
all dwell in the sisterly simplicity of pea-blossoms, cobwebs, 
moths and mustard seeds. For the more preposterous big 
children act, the more fun they have. Every man ought to 
feel as young as the world was when he had no cares 

To dabble your bare feet in the brook and babble your bare 
soul to dreams and sunbeams is a childish game—but it 
healthy. Fling forth the pert and nimble spirit of mirth to 
make rhymes with the woods and waves and love to the pret 
tiest girlon the porch. This is your annua! chance to be a wise 
fool. <A vacation intoxication ought to rise to lofty heights; 
one should write poetry home on post-cards about ole swimmin’- 
holes, daisies and buttercups. and Maud Muller raking hay. 
This poetic gamboling may reach to plaving dolphin with the 
mermaids, for in the simple life all must be simple. And if 
you meet all the jokes, toads and poor fish joyously, vou will 
come back to the boss fat, flea-bitten and glad. 
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A Perfect Alibi—‘‘A meek-looking 
darky was brought into a suburban police 
station just outside of Philadelphia and 
a petty charge was put upon the blotter 


He ple ided innocence 


“Well,” asked the examining officer 
is there anyone here who can vouch for 
your respectability?” 

Whereupon the darky singled out 
the head of the small poli e torce 

“He can,” said the colored man, 
pointing to that officer 

‘IT can?” gasped the policeman 
“Why, I don’t know you!” 

“Dat’s it exactly said the accused. 
‘I’s lived in this place fo’ mo’ dan five 


police don’t even know me 


ve ahs an’ cle 


So, vo’ set gents, I can’t be such a hard 
lot.” Phi adel phia Public Ledger 

Missionary Work—*‘So you _ once 
lived in Africa, Sam?” 

“Oh, yas, sah.” 

‘Ever do any missionary work out 
there, San 

"Deed I did, sah I was cook for a 
cannibal chief, sah! ’’— Yonkers Statesman 


As to Names—The late Champ 
Clark was christened James Beauc hamp 
but he voluntarily dropped the 
later 
would insist on mispronouncing ‘‘ Beau 

himself with 
was generally 


Clark, 


first name, and because people 


champ,” he re-christened 


the name by which he 


known. His case reminds us of the old 
darky’s plan The latter was asked, 
“What have you named your baby, 


Rastus?”’ 

“Sam Pro Tem. Johnson, sah.” 

“What’s the Pro Tem. for?” 

“To show that the name is only tem- 
porary, sah. We kinder thought Sam 
might like to choose his own name when 


he growed up, so we put in de Pro Tem. as 


a warning to de public.’’—Boston Tran 


cri pl 


Hiking through 
town an 
the 


crossed the 


Insubordination 


French ignorant 


the small 
unversed in 
American darkies, road in 
front of a colored detachment With 
much zeal a soldier broke forth from the 
ranks and set out in pursuit 

* Halt!” bellowed the officer in charge 
Both 
their paces 

‘Halt! Halt!” 
rhe dusky doughboy made one plunge 
grasped the chicken by the neck, and 
stuffed it, still struggling, inside his shirt 


chicken, appetites of 


fowl and negro only accelerated 


ré¢ peated the officer 


*Dere!”’ he panted. “* Ah’ll learn you 
to halt when de captain says halt 
Journal of the American Medical Asst 
tation 


A Considerate Soul 


-— . 





Wie. Se. aN 


= 
“Tam Mrs. Mutter. ARE you THE MAN 
WHO STRUCK MY HUSBAND?” 
“No Ir | WAS YOU WOULD NOW BI 


Wipow Mutter.” —Blaetter (Munich). 
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Also True—Bacon—lI see that old 


joke about a fellow’s stolen umbrella is 


still going around 


Egbert—That’s nothing. So is the 
umbrella Yonkers Statesman 
He Knows—*' Well, old boy, let’s go 


to the Canadian woods and see nature at 
her wildest 

* Nothing doing, old dear 
go to the beach and see the women and 
the their Florida 


7 mes 


] preter to 
waves at wildest 
Union. 


Change Is Slow—** The world changes 
Manufacturers are still making 


corkscrews.”’ 


slowly . 
( elluloid 


Baltimore Evening Sun 


collars and 


Too True—*'A man will trust his wife 
with the care of 
with the care of his prize chickens.” 


his children, but not 


( hicago New .. 


Philosophic Observation Neyer 
climb a mountain till vou come to it 
then maybe it won’t be there Detroit 
Vi u's 

We Busybodies—** We all know what 
is best for our neighbors; and if they 
aren't watching, we'll make a law pre 


scribing it for them.’’—S?t. Louis Globe 
Democrat. 
Beats Apparatus—‘‘Love may be 


blind, vet a girl can see more in the man 
of her choice than a physician can with 
the aid of an X-ray machine.”—-Chicago 


News. 


about that 
Did they 


An Oily Spouter—‘‘ How 
oil company you invested in. 
find a gusher?”’ 

“Only the one that wrote the prospec 


tus. ’—Boston Transcript. 








A Fortuitous Circumstance 

















SO THIS I5 HOW YOU KEEP YO 


“Ny pear, | AM NOT IN THE CAFE 





was at 


Little Joe 
dinner. Al 
other 
mighty good things were on the table, Joe 


The Reason 
grandmother's house for 
though fried chicken and many 


Then grand 
One thing 


did not care to eat much 
mother began to coax him 
after another she brought to his notice 
Finally she said: ** Here’s my home-made 
sugar cookies. Aren't you going to try 
some of them, dear?”’ 

Little Joe attempted a smile. ‘ That's 
what is the matter,”’ he explained. “a 
tried too many of them before dinner, 


Indianapolis News 


grandma.”’ 


A Logical Inquiry—An eager-looking 
urchin approached a man hurrying to 
ward the railway station. “Carry your 
bag, sir?” he asked. 

“No,” snapped the man. 

“T’ll carry it all the way for a dime 
said the boy. 

‘I tell vou I don’t want it carried!”’ 
snarled the man 

“Don’t you?” 

“No! No!” 

Whereupon the lad broke into a quick 
trot to keep up with his victim’s hasty 


strides, as he asked, in innocent curiosity: 


“Then what are you carrying it for?” 
Philadelphia Public Ledger. 


R OATH OF NEVE! 
| AM ON THE 





PUTTING YOUR FOOT INSIDE A CAFE AGAIN!” 


TERRACE. —Le Rire (Par 


Could Not Afford It—Returning 
from the dentist’s, where he had gone to 
» a tooth extracted, little Henry re 
ported as follows: 

“The doctor told me 
that if I cried or screamed it would cost 
me seventy-five cents, but if I was a good 
boy it would be only half a dollar.” 

“Did you scream?” his mother asked. 


‘fore he bega n 


“How could I?” answered Henry 
“Vou only gave me half dollar.” 
Houston Post. 


Relativity 














THINK OF MY DRESS?” 
Quantity?” —Aorsaren 


“WHAT DO yol 
“QUALITY OR 
(Christiania). 
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Reason— Why do peopk 


Possible 
speak of horse sense with such enthusi 
asm?” 


**Automobiles haven’t any of it.” 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Paint Disturbed— Redd—Hear your 


wife had an accident when she was out in 
her car vesterday? 

Greene—Oh, it didn’t amount to much. 

“Neither she nor the car hurt?” 

“No, only a little paint knocked off 
both.” — Vonker 


Slalesman, 


Conserving Words—*‘ Good morning 
Judge,” chirped the gz nial speed ras he 
stepped before Judge Hackett of Tacoma. 
“How are vou this morning?” 

* Fine—$25,” 


Transcript. 


Bost 


said the Judge 


Spoiling for Fun—‘How is the 
traffic system in this town?”’ 

‘Like the trattic system of every other 
town.” 

“Well?” 

‘A constant irritation to 
who want to monopolize the streets and 
lose their tempers every time a large, 
imperturbable trolley car gets in their 
"Birmingham Age- Herald. 


motorists 


was 


Groundwork—‘“Why did you sell 
your car?” 
“Cost too much for repairs.”’ 
“Wasn't it a good machine?” 
“First-rate. Never got out of order 
But I had to pay for repairing the people 


it ran over.’’—Minneapolis Journal. 


Not Possible—When a lady who was 
burning up the road” on the boulevard 
was overtaken by a traffic officer and 
motioned to stop, she indignantly asked 

“What do you want with me?” 

“You were running forty miles an 
hour,”’ answered the officer. 

‘“‘Forty miles an hour? Why, officer. 
I haven’t been out an hour,” said the 


lady 

““Go ahead,” said the officer. “That 
is a new one on me.’’—Pittshburg Dis 
patch. 


Rear Lights—‘“So you represent the 
Noocar Company, do you?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good company?” 

“Best going.” 

“Who’s behind it?” 

“ All our competitors,” said the agent. 

Boston Transcript. 
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The Great Symbol—JMyles— Don’t 
you think we’d all be happier if there was 
no money in this world? 
Styles 


be satis fed or happy to eal bridge just 


Oh, no; my wife would never 


for bean V onkers Stalesma 
Thrift—Father—Is he thrifty? 
Daughter—Thrifty, daddie! Why, 

Jack’s saved over $10,000 out of that 

$100,000 his grandfather left him year 


before last.—Boston Globe 


The Deacon's Mite—‘‘ What do you 
do when you find a poker ( hip in the col- 
lection basket?”’ 

“Sometimes I get excellent results.” 

‘As to how?” 

“Last Sunday I found one, 
the fact and seven gentlemen sent up 
money to redeem it.” 


announced 


Louisville Courier 
Journal. 


It Would Be Interesting—* Le 
being delivered on ev ery con- 
ceivable topic,”’ remarked Mr. Gadspur. 

“Most of them don’t appeal to me,” 
said Mr. Dubwaite, “but I read in a 
newspaper the other day about a fellow 
who led a double life on a salary of one 
hundred dollars a month. I would travel 
distance to hear him lec- 
did it.”’—Birmingham 


tures are 


a considerable 
ture on how he 


Age Herald. 


Professional Aid 

















SALARY AS 
DYING OF 


“My pear Doctor, wiTH MY 
Proressor, | AM _ LITERALLY 


HUNGER.” 

“Fine! HyGreNeE RECOMMENDS THAT YOl 
EAT VERY LITTLE AT MEALS TO KEEP YOUR 
BRAIN acTive!”—Le Journal Amusant 
(Par 


* Jack” 


and Jill 























“MA WANTS YOU BEFORE you Go, Dap 


WAIST 
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Inconsistent Man—‘ Men are such 


inconsistent beings!” said the Mormon 
wife. 

“What’s wrong 
neighbor over the back fence. 

“Why, my husband’s been singing all 
‘There’s only one girl in this world 


Statesman. 


asked her 


now?” 


day: 
for me!’”—Yonkers 
It Stopped Her Talk—A man took 


his wife to the doctor. He was a simple 


fellow, and had lived in the country all 
his life. The doctor placed a thermometer 
in the wife’s mouth. Just before he re- 


had watched 
unused to such 
silence on the part of his better half, 
blurted out: ‘Doctor, what will you 
take for that thing you put in her 
mouth?”—Boston Post. 


the man, who 


being 


moved it 
spellbound, 


A Call from Home—‘‘I’d like to see 
Mr. Wadleigh.”’ 

“He’s listening over the telephone,” 
said the discreet sec retary. 

‘Listening? 

“Draw your inference, sir. I 
won’t say in so many words that Mrs. 
Wadleigh, who is at the other end of the 
wire, is doing all the talking.”’—Birming- 
ham Age- Herald. 


own 
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an’ [’M’BROKE, 


roo!” Londo» i RLY Te grapn. 


Right at That—‘‘We know what 
matrimonial bonds are.” 

“Ter” 

“Well, what would you call divorce 
papers?” 

“IT dunno—what would vou all 
them? 

“Why, I’d call them liberty bonds.” 
—Atlanta Constitution. 

How She Caught Him—WJMrs. Myles 


—Ever catch your husband flirting? 
Mrs. Styles 
“What did you do to him?” 
‘Married him!” —Yonkers Statesman 


Yes; once. 


Firmness Proved— Vr. Gnaggs—And 
you used to say you wouldn’t marry the 
best man living. 

Mrs. Gnaggs—Well, I have the 
faction of knowing that I kept my word. 


— Philadelphia Record. 


satis- 


Feminine Accounting—“My wife 

made out an itemized expense account 

for last month,” said Mr. Dubwaite. 
“Could you learn from her statement 


just what she bought?”’ 


“No. Most of her pure hases were 
listed as ‘Etc.’”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


Arthur—I know a man, 
who stays at home 


Tied Down 
married for 30 years, 
every evening. 

Amy (with feeling)—That is love 

“No! It’s rheumatism!’’—Boston Globe. 


(Continued on page 18) 
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S10. BY THE FamiILy In THE APARTMENT BELOow. 





eerie 











Nor Anyone Else—The origin of the 
igpipe was being cust ussed, the repre 
sentatives of different nations eagerly 
lisclaiming responsibility for the atroc 
Finally an Irishman said: ** Well, I'll 

tell you the truth about it. The Irish in 
vented it and sold it to the Scotch as a 


joke: and the Scotch ain't seen the joke 


Spoiling His Rest—Pianist Rach 

ininoff told in his New York flat the 
other day a story about his boyhood 

‘‘When I was a very little fellow,” he 
said, “I played at a reception at a 
Russian count’s, and, for an urchin of 
seven, I flatter myself that I swung 
through Beethoven’s ‘Kreutzer Sonata’ 
pretty successfully 

“*The Kreutzer,’ you know, has in 
it several long and impressive rests. 
Well, in one of these rests the count’s 
wife, a motherly old lady, leaned for 
ward, patted me on the shoulder and 


said 
*“** Play us something you know, dear.’”’ 
Detroit Free Press 


One Has to Be so Careful Nowadays 








Saw His Mouth——Belle—Did his 
ace express any emotion while | was 
singing 

Beulai Really, I don’t know 


‘Why, couldn’t you see his face from 
vhere vou sat?” 
No: he was 


Siatesman. 


yawning.’ — Yonkers 


rhe Relief of the Inartistic—*‘* Do 
vou like jazz music?” 

‘Yes,” replied Mr. Cumrox, “for the 
reason that they go ahead and play it 
and don’t expect anybody to learn a lot 
of foreign words in order to talk with 
critical discernment about the concerts 


Washington Star 


Fiddle-de-dee 
the Filipinos are a race of 
fiddlers. In which they are not neces 
sarily unique. We can remember the 
time when every well-conducted Southern 


\ contemporary says 
natural 


farmhouse had a fiddle under the bed. 
VU ontgomery Advertiser. 


Jazz Effect—‘I like your jazz or 
chestra.” 

“T have no jazz orchestra,” said the 
proprietor of the beanery 

“Huh?” 

“But I guess we do have more rattling 
of dishes than any joint in town.” 

Louisville Courier-Journal 





“THERE YOU ARE AGAIN! ONCE MORE Yo! 
SOME ONE WILL COME ALONG AND STEAL THAT LION!” 


HAVE LEFT THAT CAGE UNLOCKED. ONE DAY 
Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 











‘**Where There's Smoke 














First Boarder to Second Ditto—Say, op 
MAN, | WOULDN’T RISK EATING THE RIC! 
PUDDING—THERE WAS A WEDDING NEXT DOOR 
YESTERDAY. —Saturday Journal (Londor 








Delightful Study 
kids.” 

“What now?” 

“They say school films will replace 
textbooks.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Spoiling a Five-Foot Kiss—‘‘ What’s 
the gentleman having a heated alterca- 
tion with the manager about?”’ 

“He says he wants to patronize the 
silent drama.” 

“Well, isn’t this a movie house?” 

“Yes, but he says he can’t stand the 
groans and sighs of other patrons when 
the hero and heroine clinch.’”’—Birming- 
ham Age- Herald. 


“Great days for 


A Similiar Effect—V isitor—You must 
have been visited by a bad hurricane from 
the appearance of your buildings. 

Farmer—No; I rented my farm last 
month to a movie concern to make a 
Film Fun. 


five-reel comedy. 


Recalls the Past—‘ You'll have to 
rewrite this scenario,”’ said the movie 
producer. ‘ You make the leading char 
acter a waitress and our five-thousand 
dollar-a-week star refuses to play.” 

“Why?” asked the playwright. 


“She used to be one.’”’—Birmingham 
Age- Herald. 
A Recommendation — Director 


Have you ever been in any amateur 
theatricals or taken lessons in acting? 
A pplicant—I'm sorry to say I haven't. 
Director—Thank heavens! I'll give 
you an immediate try-out.—Film Fun. 
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\ man may be weak 


and still be popular 


A Potent ‘“‘If”’ 
in the upper story 
if he’s strong enough in the cellar 


Nashville Tennesseean 

Supply Would Last Longer—''! 
alwavs wanted to have a Japanese 
valet,” said the man with luxurious 
ideas. 


“T’d prefer a Turk,” replied the citizen 
with some choice bottled goods stored 
away. 

“Why?” 

“His religion forbids him to drink.”— 
Herald 


Birmingham Age 
Very Capable—A sea captain, holding 
a glass of lime-juice approvingly up to the 
light, said 
“Navies are different today from what 


thev used to be. A man was talking to 
an old sailor. The sailor said 

“*Ves, sir, my boss was in the navy, 
ida 


“*In the navy, was he?’ said the man. 
“What was his official capacity, may I 
ask?’ 


“* Four to five quarts, sir,’ said the old 


Washington Star. 


sailor.” 


His Red-Letter Day 
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“| AM QUITE IN SYMPATHY WITH THE RAILWAY STRIKI 


> 








Bad for the Rabbit 
in the village schoolroom had invited any 
gentleman from theaudience tostep up on 
the platform, and a rustic in a velveteen 
coat had responded. 

“Now, friend,” said the conjurer, ~. 
suppose you consider it a matter of im- 
possibility for me to make the rabbit in 
that box on the table pass into your coat- 
tail pocket?” 

‘I dunno about impossible,” was the 
reply, “‘but I wouldn’t do it if I were 
you, sir.” 

“Oh, you'll be in no danger, I can 
the sleight-of-hand 


The conjurer 


assure you,” said 
man airily. 

“I worn’t thinking about myself,”’ the 
rustic answered calmly. ‘‘I was studying 
the rabbit. I’ve got a couple of ferrets in 
my pocket!”—Edinburgh Scotsman. 

Had Been Missing Something 
“One of Sir Thomas Lipton’s favorite 
stories concerns an old Scotchman who 
went to a horse-race for the first time and 


third race on a 40-to-1 shot. By some 


miracle the horse won, and when the 


The True Artist Is Never Satisfied 
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“Yes, InDEED! I sEN1 
TO THE EXHIBITION.” 

“THAT'S SPLENDID!” 

“Ts rr? ILL HAVE TO PAY CARTAGE ON 
THE UNSOLD onES.”—Le Journal Amusant 


(Paris). 
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SCO | . “Goop HEAVENS! Are you A BoLsHEviK?’ 

. ““No, BUT MY WIFE’S AWAY ON A HOLIDAY AND CAN’T GET BACK!” —Karikaturen (Chri 
1 tiania 
({| 
\J : , ; : 
a, was induced to stake a sixpence in the bookmaker handed the old man his win 


nings he could hardly believe his eyes. 
‘‘Dae ye mean to tell me I get all this 
for ma saxpence?” he exclaimed. 
“You do,” replied the bookmaker 
‘““Ma_ conscience!” muttered’ the 
Scotchman. ‘Tell me, mon, how long 
has this thing been goin’ on?”—Boston 
Transcript. 


A Jubilant Jubilee—‘ Some 
ago,’’ says an American who used to live 
in London, “before Queen Victoria’s 
death and about the time the Queen’s 
jubilee was to be celebrated, there was 
overheard this conversation between two 
old Scotchwomen on a street corner: 

*‘Can ye tell me, wumman, what is it 
they call a jubilee?’ 

“Weel, it’s this,’ said the other. 
‘When folk has been married twenty-five 
years, that’s a silver wuddin’; and when 
they have been married fifty years, that’s 
a golden wuddin’. But if the mon’s dead 
then it’s a _ jubilee.’”—Philadelphia 
Public Le dger. 


years 
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Mir. Monk GIVES AN IMPERS 


How I Came to 


By Karuertne NEGLEY 


NATION OF A POPULAR 


Write 


HAVE always intended to tell the world how I came to 
write, just as all great authors do, but I have never 


had the time to do it until now. 

First, I picked out my grandparents. 
father was the youngest son of an English 
nobleman and he was so wild and dissi 
pated that one day his father took him off 
to a quiet place and offered to give him five 
thousand dollars if he would emigrate to 
America. My grandfather took the five 
thousand dollars, and also his mother’s 
diamonds and Nora, the Irish scullery 
maid, and set forth to the Land of Promise 
Arrived here, he sold the jools and be 
came wilder and more dissipated than ever 
while his money lasted. Grandmother was 
a real helpmeet to him and bought such 
fineries as she had seen great ladies wear. 
Finally they found themselves penniless in 
a little three-roomed cottage and spent the 
rest of their days in casting recriminations 
and dishes at each other. It is from them, 
however, that I got the daring and verve 
that the critics like so well in my writings 

My maternal grandfather was of French 
extraction; airy and cheerful in disposition 
and always seeing the funny side of every 
thing. My grandmother was a Swede and 
never saw a joke in her life, aside from 
Grandfather. She was left a charming 
widow at the age of twenty-seven, but she 
took in washing and sewing in order to 
bring up her twelve fatherless children 
All her sons became rich and successful; 
all her daughters married well. It is from 


My paternal grand 


Drawn by W. O. Wiuso~ 
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her I inherit the lofty senti- 
ments that appear from time 
to time in my work, while my 
French grandfather gives me 
the wavering line of humor 
that runs through my fiction 
like a thread of gold 

My father and mother were 
commonplace, average Ameri- 
can citizens, which accounts 
for the human sympathy I 
show in my literary offerings. 

My husband owns the only 
department store in our town. 
He sells everything from 
canned fruit to spring hats and 
automobile tires. Also he is 
town constable, sheriff, justice 
of the peace, postmaster and 
tax collector. He has been my 
critic and adviser throughout 
my literary career. 

I am a grandmother now. 
I have always done my own 
housework, even to washing, 
baking, and making lve soap. 
SCREEN COMEDIAN, I have brought up my six chil- 

dren, guided their education 

and helped them choose suitable life-mates. They have all settled 
in our home town and each little family comes to dinner with 
me one night each week, turn and turn about. On Sunday all 
the children and grandchildren gather about our board. I do 
all the cooking myself and give them each a loaf of bread, a pie 
or so.nething tike that to take home with them. 

My first short story was written when my youngest son was 
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PROPHET WHO LAUGHED THEM OUT OF BRINGING UMBRELLAS. 














Paul 


Reiwiy 
Revi 


NOBODY 1 


Drawn by 


cTi0oN: Nervou 
tHE BED 


Bep-Tim: 


THERE NDER 


cutting his teeth 
was an exquisitely beautiful The 
check and a dictated letter saving he hoped to see 
work soon 


story. 


my He saw more sud 


some more ol 
denly rather than soon for I sent him another 
the next week 


story 


To my great astonishment 
it came back, and even though I sent it to seven 
teen other unsuspecting editors, as is the custom 
of many brilliant writers, I still have the story 

For five years every mail brought a rejection 
We have three mails a week in our town, 
there being eight hundred people or thereabouts 
here. Of course, on Christmas and Thanksgiving, 
when all the former residents come back for din- 
ner, it runs a trifle over eight hundred, but usually 
it is about that 

One day I read a sad article about books. Halt 
the books printed, it seemed, were a dead loss, one 
fourth of the rest did not altogether pay for the 
cost of publishing them, and the remaining one 
fourth showed some profit but not much. I then 
and there began a book, “My Neat-Door Neigh- 


slip 


bor,”’ which was accepted, and I became famous 
over night. 
My husband 


is two years younger, but you would never think so 


I am now seventy-nine years old 


to see us, for I am so much better preserved than 
he is. Last year I wrote one book, two novelettes, 
seventeen short stories, fifty-six humorous sketches 
and numerous jokes and epigrams. I stand firmly 
for Woman Suffrage and Prohibition, and indeed 
all modern ideas. I have not come to a decision 
on the League of Nations and the Blue Sunday 
Law, but I am posted up to the minute on all the 
points the statesmen, lawmakers and humorists 
have explained so far 

We own our own home, a flivver and a phono 
graph. Also a vacuum-cleaner, for the 
last two payments. These have all been paid for 
with my husband’s earnings. He insists that I 
put aside all the money I make from my writing 


except 


WELL, 


It was called ‘“‘A Child in the House, ”’ 
editor sent 


ANYHOW 


and 
me a 





Si Ge orge 


for our old age when neither of us is able to 
work, and I kave a We 
would be so pleased to have you all drop in to see 


nice nest-egg already 
us any time you are down our way. Come on a 
Sunday if you can, for we always have chicken on 
Sunday, and all the children and 
grandchildren 


A Double Death 
(A d: for deadening the sound of pianos has 
News Note.) 


Hancock 


you can see 


heen invented. 


By La Toucut 


HIS is a good invention, sure, 
And no one can deny it, 
So we would urge each amateur 
Immediately to try it. 
We'd also urge, as soundest sense, 
lo him who works such cures, 
That, tf he deadens instruments, 
He might kill amateurs! 


Rules for Pronunciation 
Eaglebird—Why Englishmen 
pronounce the word “lieutenant” “leftenant?”’ 
To make it rhyme with 


do you always 


Can’t say for certain 


‘colonel,”’ I fancy 
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HEARD THAT MOONSHINE WAS DANGEROUS STUFF. 
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HE second week in May was one of 
the busiest of the theatric year 
thus far It was a week crowded 

with new productions, and of the six offer 
four were of the musical-comedy 
genre. If the producing-managers are 
guessing right the big town is music 
Of course a number of legiti 
“ Light- 


ing 
ings 


show mad. 
mate dramas are still running 


nin’’’, “‘Enter Madam,” “The Bad 
Man,” “‘The First Year,”’ “Miss Lulu 
Bett, and are all doing nicely, thank you. 


Che surviving musical comedies playing 
to capacity audiences are “Irene,” 
‘Sally,’ and ‘“‘Love Birds.” The four 
new productions in the latter class are 
‘* Phoebe of Quality Street,” “‘ Biff, Bing, 
Bang,” ““The Last Waltz” and “The 
Three Musketeers.’’ Thank heaven, the 
last of the season’s melody and monkey- 
shine shows with the word “girl” as a 
part of the title are “‘The Right Girl”’ 
and ‘Two Little Girls in Blue.”” Some 
patient person has counted these “Girl’”’ 
presentments for the last eight or nine 
seasons and found a total of thirty-eight. 
It would seem that producers might at 
least hire the services now and then of 
some clever movie man experienced in 
writing titles so that ‘something snappy’ 
might be eventually evolved in which the 
word ‘‘Girl”’ was conspicuous by its absence. 


ARRIE’S “Quality Street” set to 
music by the Viennese composer, 
Walter Kollo, and renamed “ Phoebe of 
Quality Street,’’ was put on for the first 
time at the Shubert Theatre. Such isthe 
glamour surrounding things of foreign 
manufacture that this play of the Scotch 
author, adapted by an Irishman, Edward 
Delaney Dunn, with the score by an Aus- 
trian and the title réle in the hands of an 
English actress—Dorothy Ward—should 
prove highly acceptable to American 


audiences. All of which goes to show 


that our native talent in drama, music 
and acting ranks very low in the estima- 
tion of some producers of musical comedy. 

Again in “ Biff, Bing, Bang” we have 
an imported production with an imported 
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cast. This is the show that has been 
running for a long time in Canada and 
before that in England. It is the work of 
the Dumbells, the official entertainment 
corps of the Canadian Army in France. 

And still again “The Last Waltz”’ is 
an operetta by Oscar Straus, with a book 
by Julius Brammer and Alfred Grunwald 
and brought to this country after pleas- 
ing continental audiences for several 
months past. ‘‘The Three Musketeers” 
is a musical version of the famous French- 
man Alexandre Dumas’ best-known story 
and has been tuned up by an Englishman, 
Richard Temple, who also plays D’Artag- 
nan in the piece. Another Englishman, 
Granville Barker, is responsible for ‘‘ The 
Harlequinade,’’ which opened at the 
Neighborhood Playhouse. Mr. Barker 
had as a collaborator in the piece Dion 
Clayton Calthorp, the Londoner, whose 
stories and one-act dramas are well- 
known in England. 

Even our own Walter Hampden must 
needs put on “The Taming of the 
Shrew”’ to round out a week of plays by 
foreign-born craftsmen of the drama. Of 
course, Shakespeare is of the world, no 
less than of England, you will say, and 
rightly. And yet it does seem curious 
that with a thousand skilled playwrights, 
and as many more librettists and musi- 
cians of native birth our managers still 
go overseas for material with which to 
keep the vast body of American enter- 
tainment-seekers amused, despite the fact 
that the most successful plays and musi- 
cal comedies on Broadway at the mo- 
ment are the result of American brains 
out of which were born American themes, 
made real and convincing by the inter- 
pretations of American actors. 


CPE expected to see the Barrie play 

when set to song retain some of its 
whimsicality and a modicum of its poetic 
charm. One was foolish to entertain such 
a vain hope. What the Viennese com- 
poser, who is tuneful if unsympathetic to 
the pastel character of Barrie’s “‘Quality 
Street,” and Dorothy Ward the buxom 
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British singer, whose vitality exceeds her 
art, have jointly done to the Scotchman’s 
dainty_little classic is, as we say, a cau 
tion. Billed as ‘“‘England’s greatest 
comedienne’’ Miss Ward romped through 
the part of Phoebe with about the same 
muscular energy that Marie Dressler 
would have lent to the character. The 
English comedy “not 
there”’ in any of the scenes and her voice 


woman’s was 
while as robust as her physique never 
once convinced the audience that she 
knew what she was doing. 

Why, oh, why go seeking abroad for 
doubtful talent when the home market is 
crowded with ability ranging all the way 
from acceptability of performance to un- 
qualified genius! 


OME Broadway wiseacres are pre- 
dicting the downfall of the spoken 
drama basing their contention on the 
popular success of the Kellum talking 
motion pictures introduced as a kind of 
curtain-raiser to D. W. Griffith’s ‘‘ Dream 
Street.’’ Nothing could be more absurd. 
While it is true that perfect synchroniza- 
tion of voice and lip-movement have 
been achieved on the screen the sounds 
that emanate from the little box under 
the ‘silver sheet’’ are purely and dis- 
agreeably phonographic and a thousand 
miles from the quality of the human 
voice. 

Two years ago I saw and heard a pri- 
vate demonstration of the Kellum 
‘talkies’? and they were then no better 
and no worse than today. As a novelty 
they are decidedly interesting and with a 
single figure on the screen talking or sing- 
ing the impression of reality is almost 
convincing. That they are limited to 
close-up effects is admitted by the men 
who are most interested in their exploita- 
tion. That they were given to the public 
prematurely there is no doubt. There is 
no more likelihood that this crude me- 
chanical device will supersede the drama 
than that Al Woods will produce Shake- 
speare or that Belasco will again star 
Mrs. Leslie Carter. Maxwell 
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NEW MOVES IN THE 





MOVIES 





The Queen of Sheba or Something 


By Myron M. Stearns (‘“Lenso’’) 


ELL, people, this has been a red-letter day for me. 
I’ve seen ** The Queen of Sheba.” 
You could tell it was a great picture from the 
regular Griffith foreword on the program that said 
what a wonderful love story it was, and thanked all the people, 
ind gave the names of all the books that they got the histori al 
data about the chariot racing out of, and all the rest. 

That’s one good thing about filming the greatest love story 
ever told; you don’t have to prove what a world-beater it is 
you just admit it in the foreword 

(nother good point about ‘** The Queen of Sheba” is that you 
can see for yourself how much it cost from all the crowds they 
used; so it wasn’t even necessary to give the actual figures, the 
wav Griffith had to in *“‘Way Down East”’ because of having 
such a small cast 

Except the chariots, that is. They tell me the whole job-lot 
of Assyrian chariots for the big race on the famous Jerusalem 
track only cost two hundred bucks. Almost as good as new, 
and with a carload of angel-wings thrown in that thev didn't 
have to use, because nobody was killed 

Other good points about ‘* The Queen of Sheba” and the rest 
of the characters can be seen at a glance, in those artistic 
Oriental garments 

Che picture begins with George Nichols in Jerusalem, plaving 
King David for a few moments before he dies behind a bushel 
of whiskers, after placing young Solomon on the throne. Adon 
jah, Sol’s brother, proves he’s a real villain by crying, *‘ Curse 
you, Jack Dalton, I'll pull that throne out from under you 
vet!’’—and we can tell right off it’s going to be a good 
fillum, even aside from the vast expense. 


But they tell her she’s too late! 

She is, too, for when we get back to the palace Nomis is all 
alone in the garden wringing her hands beside a fish-pond. She 
sees the gold fish and dives in. That’s the end of her, except 
for a hundred feet or so on a cushion, beautifully dead. 

There’s nothing left for Sheba to do except marry the King 
to get even, which she promptly does. It’s a grand wedding, 
but as soon as the King gets into his négligée and takes his bride 
into his arms, she pushes a long knife down the back of his neck. 
More work for the undertaker. 

This simple double-play avenges blonde Vomis and makes 
Sheba a beloved queen all at one lick, so she takes a vacation trip 
up across the desert to Jerusalem and falls in love with Solomon. 

rhe trouble is that Sol already has a wife—A marath, beloved 
daughter of one Pharaoh of Egypt. Naturally, Pharaoh won't 
stand for any little one-horse king over in Jerusalem having 
inother wife, and says so. 

It’s a little confusing right here, because of the impression 
that somehow got out about Solomon’s being a much-married 
man in round numbers. Evidently, they got the straight dope 
out of the historical books, and found out that the concubine 
story and all the rest was just an old wives’ tale. 

Anyway, Sheba sees she’d crowd the palace too much, and 
tells Sol they must give each other up. This they proceed to do, 
in many of the most beautiful love scenes ever screened. 

‘Farewell,”’ says Sheba. 

“Let down your hair,”’ says Sol. 

“Sure,”’ says She. 

‘Farewell,”’ says Sol. And they fade out. 

Then Sheba comes back to her own king 
dom on the other side of the desert with a 





Then we go to the distant kingdom of 
Sheba on the California coast 

There the wicked King Amrud has con 
que red the whole works and usurped the 
throne and is having his wild horsemen scour 
the country in search of more beautiful 
maidens. More maidens, that is 

Sure enough, they find Nomis, Sheba’s 
sister, who’s of course a beautiful blonde. 
Sheba being a brunette. Away they go to 
pass her in to Amrud, while Sheba finds out 
about it and swarms onto a black horse and 
dashes away in pursuit. 

Sister and the wild horsemen get there 


DECEPTION 


Griffith 


ae 


first, and there is just time to dress her up THE KID 
for the Aing before Sheba arrives with her 
charger all out of breath. The King stands 
up and crunches his teeth a little at Nomis 
as she shrinks away from him, and then we 
see Sheba get inside the gate of the city and 
slide off her horse. 





Pictures Worth Watching: 


GYPSY BLOOD 
Pola Negri in “ 


French Revolution 
WAY DOWN EAST 


DREAM STREET 
More Griffith 

THE FOUR yor ed 
Humanity and Wa 

a ron IN KING ARTHUR'S 


Humor and knights in ae. 
SENTIMENTAL TOMM 
Whimsical drama 


Lots of laughs. 
OVER THE HILL 
Lots of sobs. 
BOB Cope feted OF PLACER 
as vaudeville 


THE‘ CABINET OF DR. CALIGARI 
All you could ask of a mad-house 


beautiful baby boy, which she says is the 
child of Usurper Amrud. And then they 
all go on and on to the end of the story, 
Carmen with Sol and She seeing each other again 
just once, years after, almost at the end of 
the film. It’s very sad. 

Of course, in a big expensive spectacle like 
this, there’s also lots of war and battle, and 
the great chariot race and everybody run- 
ning around, and afterwards the beautiful 
four-year-old child that seems to know so 
much for his age. Even God comes in once, 
to turn a spotlight on the little boy when 
he’s dead, and bring him back to life because 
Solomon asks him to. 

That makes Sheba very happy. 

It shows, though, how little chance poor 
old Adonijah really had against a brother 
with such a stand-in. 

Yessir, it’s a vonderful fillum. 

















Or Was It Billiards?—“ Earl White, 
pocket BRILLIANT champion of western 
Pennsylvania, again went down to defeat 
before Masked Marvel X at the Olympic 
BRILLIANT rooms last night.’ — Pitts- 
burgh Press. (W. J. Barrett.) 


Strong Meat—*Fresh pork dropped 
in price today two to four cents a pound, 
making the total fall for LIONS 10 cents a 
LIONS were 
quoted wholesale at 17 cents to 22 cents 
a pound.” —York (Pa.) Dispatch. (C.W. 


pound so far this vear. 


An Effect of Home Brew—‘ First 
Year Under Eighteenth Addition to Con 
stitution Comes to End and Mr. Kramer 
Believes American People Are 
ToPERING OF Fon Their Drink 
ing.” —Heading in Erie (Pa.) 
Dispatch. (Mrs. J. F. Down 


we.) 


Politico - Social Note 
“The Harding home is SWELI 
suited for such social purposes 
a are essential in the life of 
the VICE-PRESIDENT Sa 
ft (Pa.) Repu Wi 
R. E. Dibble 


He Is the Whole Show 
“Mr. Reddish states that Mr 


Pirtle. who is an experienced 
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This Week’s Prize ‘Break’’ 
Contributed by 
L. JOSENDALE 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Why They Applauded Pershing 


“‘At the announcement, “The Gen- 
eral of the Armies of the United 
States,’ General Pershing strode up 
the aisle, every inch a soldier. Ap 
plause tilled the chamber. THE GEN- 
ERAL WORE ONLY THE RIBBON OF HIS 
DISTINGUISHED SERVICE MEDAL, HIS 
Sam Browne BELT AND Boots.’ — 
Philadelphia Inquirer. 











Tennis a la Francais 





Marvels of Age—‘“‘ George H. Yaeger 
and his wife, Anna Yeager this morning 
in court became the legal parents of 
Mrs. C. Dreisbach, aged TWO YEARS, 
WHOSE MOTHER DIED IN INFANCY.’’— 
Sunbury (Pa.) Daily. (Mrs. Georgia E. 
U plinger.) 


Commiserative Music—‘‘A SsymM- 
PATHY orchestra is in its first. stages. 
George Prime, Floyd Parr and, Duane 
Whitford have added their instruments to 
the organization.” —Fairfax (Mo.) Forum. 
(J. Willard Ridings.) 


Puzzling Description—“A $50 re- 
ward was Offered today by James N. 
Sloss of 1515 A South Eleventh Street for 
information of his mother, 
Mrs. William Sloss, 51 years 
old, who disappeared from her 
HOME FOUR INCHES TALL, 
weighs about 160 at 5 p. m. 
Sunday. Mrs. Sloss is five 
FEET POUNDS and has black 
eves and grav-STREAKER black 
hair She was wearing a black 
coat and a velvet collar when 
she left home.’—<St. Louis 


Post-Dispatch. (Crayton Tur- 


A Police Row?—“ Colonel 
Charles B. Borland, chief of 
the police, was granted AN 
ABSOLUTE DIVORCE from DeE- 


rECTIVE INSPECTOR W. L. 
STEPHENS vesterday morning 
by decision of City Mar 
ag Charles E. Ashburner.” 

Virginia Pilot. (Jacob 
Ha 


Purchasing Power of a 
Pickle ~ Ne York gave a 


Ww velcome today to an old 
friend—the five-cent loaf of 
bread \ real loaf, weighing 
e ounces. was ivailableto 
one carrving A PICKI 
t eld, (Ma \ / 
H. Loe 1.) 
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Rural Romance 


W! stood at the gate as the sun went down 
Behind the hill at the close of day; 

Her look was pensive; her eyes were brown, 

Her breath was sweet as the new-mown hay 


For out of the West the last sunshine 
Fell lightly on her golden hair; 

Her tender eves looked straight in mine, 
And a look of periect trust was there 


I see her enclosed in the sunlight flood, 
I see her peacefully standing now; 
Peacefully standing and chewing her cud 
As I rubbed her ears; that Jersey cow. 
Oregon Orange Owl. 
Walking with a Purpose 

I love to walk 

Last Sunday I took the most wonderful stroll 

I went for quite some distance through the 
park, thoroughly enjoying every breath of the 
cool, crisp air. I felt like a new man as I 
hastened onward, increasing my speed at every 
step. I walked on and on, drinking in the beauty 
of allabout me. It was wonderful. 

Finally I picked her up!—Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl 


A Clevah Fellah 
“T told him he mustn’t see me any more.” 
“Yeah? And what did he do?” 
“Turned out the lights.”—Syracuse Orang 
Peel. 


Revenge! 
Barber—Y our hair is getting gray, sir 
Customer—Well, I’m not surprised. Hurry 
up!—Virginia Reel. 


ible, 





Joyous, 


It Didn't Work 
A CERTAIN young lady from Ga. 
Had the wiles of Lucretia Ba. 
She vamped a young man 
With demoniac plan 
But he stated: “I canr a.” 
Vale Record 


Accommodated 


The Prisoner—Your honor, it is true that I 


was speeding, but I can explain if vou will give 
I g I ~ 


me a little time 


His Honor—Ten davs.—Carolina Tar Baby 


Posted 


Remember ( harlie dear I alwavs love 


like this,”’ she sighed as she nestled a little 
closer to him. 

“Yes! Yes!”” murmured he absently. ‘So 1 
have heard! So I have heard!” 


Lehigh Burr 


Insidious Phidias! 
There was a young sculptor named Phidias 
Whose wife was so fearfully hideous, 
That he sculpted Aphrodite, 
Without any nightie, 
And shocked the ultra-fastidious. 
Princeton Tiger 





\ MAIDEN SECRETIVE AND SWEET 
Hap A CONFIDANTE PARAQUEET. 
It WAS AWFULLY JOLLY 
To GOSSIP WITH POLLY, 
3UT THE ROTTEN BIRD JUST WOULD REPEAT. 


—Yale Record. 
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I WAs TALKING TO Nir. SmitH THE OTHER 
DAY AND HE TOLD ME HIS NEW CAR WORK 
LIKE A TOP.” 
“Tae, 3 ESS IT DOI ONLY YESTERDAY 
I AW HIM TRYIN rO SPIN IT.’’—Oregor 
Lemon Punch 


Rules For House Parties 

1) Don’t kiss the Chaperone—your girl 
might get jealous 

(2) Rustle your teet and ¢ ough before passing 
Sec luded nooks 

3) Always take a Taxi—you might meet a 
chorus girl you know 

4) Don’t pour punch on your girl’s dress 
it might not be hers 

5) By all means don’t get sleepy and go into 
your own room by mistake 

6) Don’t kick anybody in the hip pocket 

7) The chimneys are better to sleep against 
than the eaves. 

(8) Take vour GOOD pictures oft ol the 
wall 

9) Drain the home brew out of the bathtub 

the Chaperone might want a shower. 

(10) Write us for our ten standard excuses 
guaranteed to fool all matrons and Profs 


Mass. Tech. Voo Di 


Strictly Proper 
Boston Child—Mother, the baby has fell out 
of the window. 
Boston Mother—Fallen you mean, dear. 
Quick, run for the doctor.—Carolina Tar Baby. 


The Turn-Down 
He asked her to a formal dance; 
She went in all her glory. 
He asked to call and sit at home 
And that’s a different story. 
Ohio Sun Dial. 
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Ballade of Indigestion 


By Epwarp ANTHONY 


WHO have specialized in spuds and steak, 
By way of victualage, since three or four, 
Gasp when I see a lovely lady take 
Her lunch in some apothecary store 
And wonder, and shall wonder evermore, 
What there can be (O mystery!) to tickle 
Her palate in these items maids adore: 
\ soda and a cruller and a pickle! 


When Henrietta (what a bride she’d make!), 
The young enchantress who resides next door, 
Complains of—well a little stomach-ache, 


All solemnly the knowledge I deplore, 





BopBIE, WHO HAS BEEN 


THE GIAN 3LUNDERBORE, IS SENT TO GET 


SOME CHOPS. 


And tell her how the maids in days of vore 
Unto their constitutions were less fickle, 
Eschewing chow that evil record bore, 
Like soda and a cruller and a pickle. 


© heed my counsel for your family’s sake! 
Eat if you must. green apples to the core, 
Consume a parrot or a salted hake, 

Devour leaden biscuit by the score, 

Aye, every one of Nature’s rulings floor 

Let moonshine whisky down your thorax trickle, 
Do anything you please, as you ignore 


A soda and a cruller and a pic kle! 


L’envoi: 
Prince, cast me on your darksome isle ashore, 
Life on this planet isn’t worth a nickel, 
For I have downed 
A soda and a cruller and a pickle! 


and, oh,my days are o’er! 


Just Listen 
Rub—Did you ever hear the voice of the 
people? 
Dub—Yes; it said, *‘Ouch!” 





a“ 2 hl es 
ES Sa rs 


Mr. Hippo—Gosu! I ovGHTA MAKE GooD 
AS A MOVIE-STAR, MYSELF! 


Literary Reviews in 1934 


In the Common Court of Literary Censorship 
In and for the District of —— 


By Joun H. Anperson 


HIS book coming on to be read upon applic a- 
tion by the publishers for permission to cit 
culate and sell the same under the provisions of 
the Enforcement Act for the Thirty-third 
Amendment; and it appearing from excerpts 
offered in evidence by counsel for the prose u 
tion that the number of kisses, elopements, and 
divorces pres¢ ribed by the statute have been 
exceeded; and it further appearing that the 
commitment of high crimes and misdemeanors 
has been openly encouraged by the repeated 
reference to the police, and frequent mention 
of motor cars and prohibition, all of which is 
contrary to the statutes in such cases made and 
prov ided, therefore 
IT IS ORDERED, 
that the aforesaid application of the publishe rs 


ADJUDGED AND DECREED 





Drawn by Cusnctes Hucnes 


‘Su-H! REMEMBER, SIR, YOU ARE IN THE 
PRESENCE OF A LADY.” 
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for permission to circulate and sell the afore- 
said book be, and hereby is, refused and 
denied. 

DONE AND ORDERED in this Common Court 
of Literary Censorship, this 12th Day of June, 
A.D. 1934. 

Smallnut Smudge, 
I DGE. 
Word-Picturing 

“Johnny, you’ve seen our new neighbors. 
What kind of looking couple are they?” 

‘“* Huh!—She looks like she smelled something 
awful.” 

‘What does the man look like?”’ 

‘He looks like what she smelled.”’ 
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Dr by Currrorp B. Kwieut 

GREAT INVENTION 
WHEN WE SAW THE FLAP-JACK 
TURN THEMSELVES ON THI 
We FEARED THERE WAS SOMETHING THE MATTER} 
But BripGeT ASSURED US THAT NOTHING WAS 


RIDDLE, 


VRO>D 


SHE HAD PLACED PO ORN IN THE BATTER. 


When They Were Children 


By HAROLD SETON 


AVID was always throwing stones. 
\aron always feared the rod. 

Rebecca was not alwavs well. 

Daniel was always fixing up his den. 

Jehu was always playing horse. 

Moses always led the gang 

Pharaoh’s Daughter was always wading in 
the river. 

\bsolom was always hanging around. 

Jonah was always telling fish stories. 

The Queen of Sheba was always dressing up. 

And Shadrach, Meshech and Abednego 
always played janitor and fixed the furnace. 


Same Old Ailment 
North—When I knew Carstow a few years 
ago, he was the laziest man alive. 
West—He calls it social unrest now. 

















“All Right Then— 
I'll Go To Hell!” 


MARK TWAIN 


12 Volumes at a Low Price 


Humor—Biography—History—Travel—Boys 





Stories— Essays—Novels 
Ww America ate eet tn the 
world we me ur ink 
f ( Gate t na's Wa m A 
\ Bush—fr the sta arbor of . 
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5 Volumes 
Rex Bea the most popular writer of 
tilling stories living today. He the 
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pal & Brothers, 23 Franklin Square, N. Y. 


set ( Mark Twa in in 12 volum 
en tamped in gold, and 


Sen hare 
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“‘Where de gener Is Bliss 


LA 


ny D bet her locket here when she went 


en Pees weeks of doubt 

Is it my portrait that she takes al 
Or rival, Harry’s? 

Not Harry's, surely—the idea 
"Tis me she marries! 

Whose face is it, I wonder, that may be there? 

Isn't his, or mine, on opening | shal] see there? 


* + * * * * . * + 


"Tis neither! 


en mv wear\ 


0uT, 


His Attitude 
Rub—Id hate to be suspicious of my wife. 
Dub—I'm not; 


I’m superstitious of her! 





W. Kauies 


mh next roor 


Drawn by ¢ 
Father 


RECORDS! 
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JUDCE 


Instamt Bunion Relief 
Prove [1 At My Expense 


Don't send me one cent just let me prove it 


\\ 
Xi you as I have done for over 72,500 cther ! 
/” la 2 months I claim to have the mos 
cessful remedy for bunions ever made and I w 
uu l send um Fairyfoot (reatme 


don't re Ww gusted re w her 
remed nd 1 hea 
" t ence tthat lam going to ser i 
it to you absolutely FREE it 
‘ { me remed h re 








Fairyfoot 


FOOT REMEDY CO. 
2207 Millard Ave Dept. 112 
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THERE'S CERT’NLY SOMETHIN’ STIRRIN’ 


No Danger 
“We have beef stew today , sir.” 
“But I’m ona diet. I can’t eat meat.”’ 
“Oh, you won't have to, sir.”’ 








AND INVIGORATIN’ "BOUT THEM JAZZ 
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Make More Money | 
‘Dancing 


If vou know how to dance, teach dancing 





all or spare time. Others are making 
$5.000 to $25,000 a vearas dancing teachers. 
Write the National Institut oe 
| of Social Dancing and learn 
| how to form rye classes, become 
|} anauthority on social dancing, and 
|} obtain a fine income 
ARTHUR MURRAY 
Foremost Social Dancing Authority 
will gi | rets of successful teach- 
ing Receive ne ter rect from New . | 
York. Teach during spare time. Instruce , 21% a 
tors are ependent. Membersearn money gend 2 * | 
oon after joining ria | 
What Others Say d the engraved stationer | 
“I have taker ew - Suu © | 
coe te SP pe ind am doing fine. I | 
ny chart system and ould handle a great deal 
the Murray w © iff had the room and | 
“The "'T, te more help 
Send for details of membership today 
If you simply want to I lancing, send 25c for trial lessor 
NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF SOCIAL DANCING _ | 
Dept. 2B, DUNN BLDG NEW YORK | 
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Signs of Madness 


sighed sig r sig ster-wome 
hen they hike » Was gt l s kept 
constant ‘ over English 
= wih p flowers the public 
g te 1 window 
thing ow | he Spring ope 
g I g \\ gto o Eng 
sé t i ! ‘ ne 
pproac g l ed 
the n ¢ 
Perhap I reig 


te the ny ‘ eT r 
that ei Bulg ors” or “the 
y the re | eS I | he { 
turke re ore suppose 
1, 1, Pa P : onli — 
ing qu ties Never had I seen turke gree 
( parc ( (sree Ss not the ord this 
scant It $ Ur gt 5 ot oranges but 
coque-de-roche, « ume, or spark, or tangerine 
One never speaks of ordinary blue, but of 
Harding blue I suppose that black is called 
Ponzi sab d hite, ar gel shade or albion 
hue 
And the | tions All the prin arv col 
ors dt r ofisprings are bunched together 


heed LEARN PIANO! 


. FF; This Interesting Free Book 


a Skilled player 





b ican become 


of jaar or organ in ur own 
one-quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
famous Written ethod is endorsed by 
ading musicians and + j {f State ¢ iservatories successful 25 
ear Play chords at once and complete piece in every ke within 
4 lessons. Scientific yet « to understand Fully illustrated. For 
ginners or teacher ld or sng All music free. Diploma granted 
Write today for 64-page free book How to Learn Piano or Organ’ 


M.L. Quinn Conservatory, Studio JW.25, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. 
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‘De Witt Clinton”, added to the Day Lit 
fleet this season, 1 ing five fam 









on one hat. Notice that I do not sav “blended 
| ; , must not blend tl Season May 14 to October 23 in- 
together or COLOTS ust not Diend thls sea clusive. Daily including Sundays. 
To blend is bad form Colors must « }) All through rail tickets between 
: . ‘ ps ; New York and Albany accepted. 
swear up d dow t each other ad look ~ Send 4 cents for literature. 
A\fghanist esque nd Czecho-Sk kK Ss pos ‘ 4 
i eae ' Hudson River Day Line 
Dik A rie mus mis KC J | A 0 
Nations into one crashing whok Desbrosses Street Pier, New York 
ke ithers | ( ers r lere I 
tl Ss veal too Givcer ( set to be ord pt 
used in drug-stores, but m t is appli ‘ 
miuiuner ty er e ostrict Wi i I ‘ owe! y choke ind raisins 
bird is that And uncurl stricl ‘ pring ‘ hing ed plent t 
tlo ers are ade 1 Dits I sel ) a I told one salesk: that | \ looking for a 
gobs « orsted. shredded whe thing black |} She stung me with a glance 
that comes te I I Weeige ( rt Black she eve-bre ed ‘Whi my dear 
Sassalras I t DbDaAge ge this is me D k seaso Ot course 
ppear on on the same head-pic Oo gy hats put Lv out of 
\; d y \) F } kK ¢ D 
Italian tr ‘ ers spl cle th ¢ | ‘ | } oO one t g to mourn for 
Purple pple Kel grec nherries Cerise l 1 that was the slow but sure ae it] ot woman 
Death « st D I t must be a 
le thing 
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Smoke Up! 


i i 

N' IW father chews his big cigar 

- While mother “rolls her own i 
sis is strong for tailor-mades 

\r d likes LO Ss! oke alone 
Aunt Tabby likes a long cheroot 
shoots the snipe; 
swipes his pills from sis, 


pine 


hits the piy 





Shave, Bathe and 
Shampoo with one 
Soap.—Cuticura 


Cuticura Soap is the favorite for safety razor shaving 
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“LAUGH AND THE WORLD 
LAUGHS WITH YOU’”’ 








There are laughs galore in 
every page of 


MAURICE SWITZER’S 


SATIRE— 
ND SONG 


As a fun maker and all-round 
gloom dispeller this work 
is simply irresistible 














If a good laugh is better than 
a dose of physic, then SATIRE 
AND SONG will actually 


save scores of doctor's bills 
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BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION 


COMPANY 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 
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Fourteen Reels in the Life of a Flea 


‘ 1 Git 


\RK! The Herald angels!” 
Imagine my start hen those words 


faced me at the head of a chapter in 


Laughing Hous by Meack Minnigerode 


Jus too hen I had finished reading that the old 
He 1 Building i Herald square Vas to come 
d on lor a Sh b per hich they 
5 ok ‘ eb f a pine 

I i t i ire ] bt those two 
figures on the front of the building that used to 
Strike the quarter hours with matets, sun moning 
all the rum-hounds within a hall-n ile to prayer at 
fim Shine’s 

I w i ite the Hera Building tor si 
teen year ind we did not call them “angels 
They vere Known s Stuff and Gulf, Gog and 
Magog, and Fanny and Fluff. When Stuff and Guff 
pou led out 7 p.m € ere all s ipposed to be at 
our desks awaiting the wires to chew the rag 

vetting the news from the four corners of the world, 
the Bo called it \t a. I when Gog and 
Magog pounded out the last stroke, we all dropped 
our ever-d ind th tongues a-loll made for the 


When you pass up Broadway give a thought to 


stu and Guff, the Herald angels rhey have 
stood there in all kinds of thermometers for nigh 
onto I'd hate to te ou-—and Ju Farrell 
e it Neither uuld Tom Faust The 
tt ive heard ¢ ind Magog perforn 
often " three h in beings ne ilive 
We ri und ine e Owl luncl 
i (,00d 1 da 
\ ( t trump l ent sounds I 
expect not to hear the trump in my ear, but the 
t Stu ind Guff calling Time in the office 


Ti Cur f Time-Clock 
— RYTHING is running to form tonight I 
turned fror 
(singer 


Stuff and Guff to Gypsy and 


£ Gypsy and Ginger got married, and they 
id some adventures. The eren't nearly as old 
is Stuff and Guff—maybe that’s the reason they 
had these remarkable adventures. “Gypsy and 
Ginger.”’ by Eleanor Farjeon (FE. P. Dutton & Co 


I'd rather have lived with Gypsy and Ginger than 


Stu nd Guff \t least they didn’t live by a time 

ck And it is time-clocks that’s killing us all 
It’s John W. Efficiency, ladies and gents, that’s 
putting us all into an early grave Rum has its 


victims. Cards have put quite a few of us hor 
mbat. War has taken his rake-off. But, believe 
me, the simple little time-clock has slain more of us 


than all the rest put together. That grouch’s off of 
my chest 

Gypsy and Ginger had their horeymoon at 
Hampstead Heath, which is the Luna Park of Lon- 


don when the Zeps are laying off the job. After 


30 


gingerbeer ings and thi s they re ved to settle 
down. W her ou are oung a | e keeps vou; 
hen you get married you keep house No good 
housewife uses a time-clock except on the home 
brew. Gyp had no time-clo She as neither 
perfect nor ethcient J ist a human being So the 
couple had no international debts to cancel 


Saturday nights Harry Lauder came over to the 
flat and sang for then Sometimes Caruso would 
lrop in Mayle it as all ir al onograph All 
the modern inconveniences were in that household 
of Gypsy and Ginger 


‘* \ha!”’ you say, “this couple only played at mar- 


riage, and they were childre1 I didn’t say so. 
And I didn’t say no. I never quite found out 
myself. But I do know they solved the marriage 


problem—with the aid of “Peter Pan” and Lewis 
Carroll 
Why Is Anvthing? 
H ARRISON RHODES has been traveling 
Looking over American cities he discovered 
| the clubs with lockers and all the bridges where 
Ruined Cloak Models say “So Long!” to life. 
“Why is a Bostonian?” Harrison asks. Well, why is 
a Bostonian, Mr. Codfish? Our mind says, Ibsen! 


Wrong again! Because somebody m 


ust brag of 
Commonwealth avenue Wrong again! Because 
somebody ha got to preserve the Common. 
Wrong again! 

\ Bostonian n ay rea ly exist for no reason at all 
Like the bean. | is self-sustaining Like Topsy, he 
ist growed. No Bostonian ever admits his reason 

T, 


r being. A Hub never makes any apologies to the 


spokes There vou are! 
Why isa Baltimorean? Poe died there and Men- 
cken lives there lo Mencken it is a cobblestone’s 


throw from Washington. George Jean Nathan has 
visited it. Booth Tarkington has never been there 
Cabell goes there to find out hat’s in Mencken's 
celia}r 

Why is a Philadelphian? Because it is necessary 


to get away from Ben Franklin’s grave once in 


hile and see the Woolwort! Ts er Because 
Sunday is so wide open behind closed doors that 
our Philade Iphi in has got to run over to New York 
the Lord’s Day to get a rest. There are other 
reasons that Mr. Rhodes does not touch on. I was 
born there—so mum I am to me dyin’ day! 
Wi isa Ne Yorker? he asks To the West he 
l i Vamp chaser To the Internal Revenue De- 
partment, a_ bootlegger lo the Southerner, a 
confidence mat Maybe he is but he does manage 
to live Other questions like these are settled in 
“ American Towns and Cities McBride 


ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper 

clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 

ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 

per or periodical of importance in the United States and 
urope is searched. Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 


|HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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“Beauty Is Only 
Skin Deep” 


he 
GOLD BRICK always looks good. It has to. 


Its promising appearance is its sole virtue. 
Looks alone will not sell goods today. Merchandise 
with a name—the name of its maker—has the call. 
For only the maker of worthy goods can long afford 
to advertise. At the High Court of Public Opinion 
any other sort is soon condemned. 


Wise manufacturers seek the good _ publications 
to tell the story of their wares. The publishers 
seek the reputable advertising for the _ readers’ 
ouidance. The well-informed buyer seeks news 
of good merchandise through the columns of the 
best publications. 

This proves the value of advertising. Neither 
advertiser nor publisher can prosper without your 
patronage. ‘Therefore, it is to their advantage to 
cater to you. They do it, too. 


And it is distinctly to your advantage to be 
cuided by the message they lay before you—the 
advertisements. 


Read them regularly! 
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Collins Coat 


every 
OTres or 


man 


5S Ou tdoors 


—quite Unlike Any 


UST TO TAKE HOLD OF IT, 
one’s finger-tips sink into the 
its fabric and 


soft, rich texture of 


a glow of warmth spreads from 
them up the arm to the brain where 
it registers the single word—comfort. 


Similarly, when we put one on, 
its protecting warmth envelops us! 
And the the 


like down! It imparts no sense of 
weight, none of confinement or im- 


lightness of thing 


pediment. 

Perfect for every man who works 
or plays outdoors, its usefulness is 
no less apparent in the quieter mo- 
life 


ments of everyday to lounge 


At Your 


Sweater-Coat 


Dealers or Direct from the 


W. E. TILLOTSON MEG. CO., 


Price $7.50 each 


You Have Known 


to work in about the 


That 


in at home, 


garden, to wear on the veranda in 
the 


tomobhbile. 


evening, to slip on in the au- 
For every occasion where 
warmth is desired and a coat may 
there the 


own. 


Collins 
100° 


be a nuisance, 


Coat 


pure wool, 


comes into its 
fast-dyed in six glorious 
heather shades. 

DOUBLE KNIT, 
threads the 
stead of one as is usual. 

TAILORED to fit the shoulders, 
arms and body. 


All 


holes permanently reinforced. 


that is—two 


used in knitting, in- 


buttons, seams and button- 


Maker 
PITTSFIELD, MASS. 











